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King turned round therefore in surprise, which aug-
mented considerably when he saw the Marechal de
Boufflers nigh to bursting with laughter, and the tears
running down his cheeks. On returning into his cabi-
net, he called the Marechal, and asked what had put
him in that state at the mass. The Marechal repeated
the song to him. Thereupon the King burst out louder
than the Marechal had, and for a whole fortnight after-
wards could not help smiling whenever he saw the
grand prevot or any of his family. The song soon
spread about, and much diverted the Court and the
town.

I should particularly avoid soiling this page with an
account of the operation for fistula which Courcillon,
only son of Dangeau, had performed upon him, but for
the extreme ridicule with which it was accompanied.
Courcillon was a dashing young fellow, much given to
witty sayings, to mischief, to impiety, and to the filthi-
est debauchery, of which latter, indeed, this operation
passed publicly as the fruit. His mother, Madame
Dangeau, was in the strictest intimacy with Madame de
Maintenon. They two alone, of all the Court, were
ignorant of the life Courcillon led. Madame was much
afflicted; and quitted his bed-side, even for a moment,
with pain. Madame de Maintenon entered into her
sorrow, and went every day to bear her company at the
pillow of Courcillon. Madame d'Heudicourt, another
intimate friend of Madame de Maintenon, was admit-
ted there also, but scarcely anybody else. Courcillon
listened to them, spoke devotionally to them, and ut-
tered the reflections suggested by his state. They, all
admiration, published everywhere that he was a saint.